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such rubs or give [such] a wrong bias that
a Foreseer is seldom a true prophet.

It wou'd be still more idle in me, whose
life is drawn to the dregs, to busy myself with
speculations  or future  scenes, of which I
shall probably have but a glimpse.    There
is little merit in loving one's  country or
wishing its prosperity, for it is as natural as
to love Individuals.   But, when one totters
on the verge of quitting it, the passion is
weakened by its extensiveness.    One   re-
gards the state  of one's Country always
with   some   reference   to   Self,   to   one's
posterity, one's   family,  or one's  friends.
When one is to bid it Adieu, one wishes
one's  Country may be happy while these
connections shall last, & by the preference
for what one has loved, one wishes  one's
country may always be prosperous.     But
that Always is so vague & indefinite a desire,
the impossibility of any one country always
prospering  is   so   certain,   that,   however
fervent   Father   Paul's   ejaculation   Esto
perpetua ! might be at the moment of utter-
ance, he would not have found that it had
much  meaning   if  he   had   analysed   it. his nephew, Lord Orford's,
